THE   GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

for. We turned uphill, walked across a forecourt, and

came to the entrance of the inn. Like the curtains

before a stage, sliding doors, with paper windows,

moved apart. I saw a floor of strange dark polished

wood; behind, the light unstained wooden balustrade

of stairs leading to a gallery; on one side, by the

entrance, a great brazier; and on the other, two

women and a man. They were dressed in gowns

draped about their bodies, the man in brown, the

woman in grey. As they saw me, they folded their

arms; the man bowed and the woman bowed, the

girl knelt,  and without disturbance  of her black

swanks-breast hair-dressing brought her forehead to

the ground. I stood outside the threshold and bowed.

I raised a foot to cross it. Six hands rose against me,

pointed to a row of rush sandals on the step. I took

off my shoes, stepped into the biggest pair of sandals,

and feeling like Gulliver in Lulliput, followed the

maid upstairs.

She led me along the broad bare gallery, floored
with the same polished wood; she slid back pale
screens edged in black lacquer, bid me step out of my
sandals, and brought me through a first room to an
inner.

Is it possible to transpose to paper and from paper
to an English eye outside Japan the grace and dignity,
the elegance, the beauty, the repose of that, of every
Japanese room? Its pale, soft matting floor, its delicate